THE MAGNATES

" Is it my fault, Doctor? Is it my fault? Oh, never, never!"

"Your fault, your fault? It's mostly his/' Lartois replied. "Taken
all in all, it's not too bad a death. I'm not at all sure that I wouldn't
like to die that way myself. There, the cold water's doing you good,
isn't it? Where's your medicine-cupboard?"

She made a vague gesture.

"Where's the medicine-cupboard?" he asked the housemaid who,
though terrified, was watching every development.

She opened a little white cupboard on the wall.

Lartois searched among the bottles and quickly found a little box
without a label that contained small white pills. He crushed one in his
fingers and, putting the box back, said: "Yes, it's his fault all right. It's
madness to use this sort of filth."

He produced a box of sleeping-pills, made Isabelle swallow two of
them, and prudently replaced the box in his pocket, having made cer-
tain that the medicine-cupboard contained no other drugs.

Isabelle was sobbing loudly.

"What am I to do? What's to become of me?" she groaned. "It's
too horrible!"

"In the first place you're going to bed," said Lartois. "We'll give
you a good hot drink and your maid will sit up with you. I'll come and
see you tomorrow morning."

"What about him? What about him? Poor darling! What are we_
going to do about him?" she groaned.

And turning to her maid, she said: "Send for Madame Polant, she'll
cope with everything."

CHAPTER FOUR

The Schoudler Family

JEAN-NOEL, standing naked in front of the looking-glass, contemplated
his skinny body and the slightly dilated stomach common to children.
It was the morning of his birthday.

"They've lied to me!" he shouted, stamping his foot. "They've He'd
tome!"

He danced with rage.

For more than a week everyone had told him that he must be good
"because when one is six one becomes a man," and that he must
longer put out his tongue at people or amuse himself by squinting
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